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Mother Goose Rhymes 


For Twentieth Century Boys and Girls 


HICKORY, DICKORY, DOCK 


Hickory, dickory, dock! 

Look at the cuckoo clock! 
With a bow and a shout 
The bird comes out, 

Then runs back into the clock! 


Hickory, dickory, dee! 
He calls to you and me. 
He tells the time 
With a mellow chime, 
And always prompt is he. 
—C. F. H. 
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THE STORY OF THE STAR 


Imetpa Octavia SHANKLIN 


>) WO thousand years ago in the house of the stars 
a most unusual thing was taking place. One 
of the stars was to go out from the home into 
a far distant part of the sky. His brothers 
and sisters were unwilling that he should leave them to 
journey beyond their sight. 

“Why do you go from us into strange skies and 
among unknown hosts?” they asked. 

The star answered, “I go to bear witness of a great 
thing. Far from here is a world that has long been in 
shadow. The wise ones of that world have told of a 
great Light that is to come, and now the Light is ready 
to appear. I go to that world.” 

“And are you to be its light, fair brother?” 

“No. I go to convince the people of that Light. 
Many on that planet will believe if they have a sign, 
and because their Light is ready to appear I must de- 
part that I may apprise them of its coming.” 

“Where is that world, and what is thet Light? You 
have not told us.” 

“Then,” said the star, “listen! The planet is our 
little sister, Earth. Out from the Father’s arms has 
gone the One who shall lead all the men of Earth into 
the Father’s arms. His name shall be Jesus, for he is 
to save his people from their sins. He is also written 
as Mighty, Counsellor, Prince of Peace.” 

“If the Light is to be so great, so powerful, and 
so expected, will not all the Earth race know him at 
once? Why should you leave your home in the house 
of the stars to herald his advent?” 
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“Have I not said, brothers, that the Earth race re- 
quire signs? The One who comes to them brings with 
him no token of his might, but comes in lowly guise. 
I must go that some may believe from the beginning.” 

Then all his kindred said, 

“It is well, brother. Forward!” 

The Herald-Star departed from his home. As he 
moved through the mighty spaces a cry went up from all 
the starry throng, 

“Forward, brother! Rejoicings and hosannas be on 
the lips of those whose Light dawns!” 

On Earth many watched for the sign that told the 
coming of the Savior. As the star sped on, his first rays 
were seen by the watchers, and three who were very 
wise straightway followed the leading of the star, desir- 
ing to be brought before him, the promised One whom 
they had long awaited. 

The star came nearer Earth, its brightness waking 
the night. Over the palaces of kings it swept; it stopped 
not above the mansion of any noble; it hastened beyond 
the castles of the war chiefs. 

At this time there ruled over the land of Judea a 
strange king who put a tax on all the people. To sat- 
isfy this law the people had to go into the cities to ap- 
pear before the officers of the tax. 

Among others who went up to Bethlehem was Jo- 
seph, a carpenter of Nazareth. With him he took Mary, 
his young wife. 

When Mary was a little girl she lived in the tem- 
ple, and so sweet and pure was she that angels talked 
with her. They told her that she would have a son who 
would be a king, and that this son would rule forever 
over his rightful subjects. They declared, 

“He shall be great, and he shall be called the Son 
of the Highest.” 

If such a promise as this had been given to a fool- 
ish maiden it would have made her vain. But angels 
do not talk with foolish maidens. They speak to those 
who can understand their meaning. Mary said to the 
angel that gave her the message, 

“Be it unto me according to thy word. My soul 
doth magnify the Lord.” 
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It was many months after the angel’s visit to Mary 
that she went with Joseph to Bethlehem. So crowded 
was the town with the numbers who had come to be taxed 
that the strangers had to sleep wherever they could find 
shelter. Mary’s bed was in a manger from which cattle 
fed. 

While these things were going on in Bethlehem the 
star kept moving earthward. The wise men saw that it 
was approaching the city where Mary slept. 

On the hills near to Bethlehem shepherds were 
watching their flocks. While they waited, an angel of 
the Lord came before them and a great brightness shone 
about them. So strange was all this that the shepherds 
were frightened. The angel said, 

“Fear not. I bring you tidings of great joy; and 
not to you only, but to all people. 

“I am to tell you that in Bethlehem the Savior has 
been born; he is Christ the Lord. 

“You shall know him by this sign: He is wrapped 
in swaddling clothes and is lying in a manger.” 

When the angel had finished telling them how they 
should know Jesus, a great multitude of the heavenly 
host appeared. All were praising God, and saying, 

“Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, 
good will toward men.” 

Then the angel left and the heavenly host vanished. 
The shepherds hurried to the manger and found that 
Mary’s promised son, the Jesus-babe, was in her arms. 

The star came on, ever more brilliant. When it 
approached Bethlehem its speed slackened until it hov- 
ered over the city. Its glorious light ran out to every 
part of the sky, but its clearest rays came down upon 
the manger where lay the Virgin Mother and the Prince 
of Peace. 

The wise men, following the star, also came to the 
manger, and finding the child, knew by the sign that 
he was the one they sought. And the wise men wor- 
shiped the babe; they gave him many rich presents, 
which they had brought with them to bestow upon him. 

When the star had performed its work as herald to 
the Savior of Earth, it went back to its home in the house 
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of the stars. Great was the joy the return gave, and the 
kindred stars desired to know of the errand. 

“Greater things have I not witnessed,” said the 
Herald-Star. “The Father sent many other witnesses 
to bear me company. Angels sang and archangels 
chanted. The stars in many a billowy system flamed 
bright, and the shout leaped from world to world, ‘Be- 
hold, the Redeemer of Earth takes up his charge!’ ” 

“But who,” spake his brethren, “who of the Earth 
race knew the Immanuel?” 

The Herald-Star answered, 

“Some shepherd-folk watching on the hills knew; 
the men who had long awaited his coming knew, and she 
who bore him knew.” 

“And is that all, O brother Herald—did only these 
know their Redeemer?” 

“The Earth race are a many-minded people and 
busy with the things of Earth. In time all shall know.” 

“But the light you bore, brother—saw they not 
your light?” 

“These I have spoken saw. Others saw, yet saw 
not.” 

There was a silence, then the little sister in the 
house of the stars spoke, 

“But it was not in vain, my brother.” 

“No. When the child was born I perceived that 
what gave me light is the Light that shines for all who 
come into the world. In the hearts of all the Earth 
people I left a ray of my light, and that ray glows upon 
the path to Immanuel. And it shall come about that as 
Earth men turn toward the Christ they shall say, 

“Where is he that is born King of Righteousness? 
We have seen his star in the east and are come to wor- 
ship him.’ ” 


Better not say, “Oh, I can’t!” 
Say rather, “Yes, I will try.” 
Notice the word-seed you plant 
With that mighty yet tiny word “I.” 
—W. S. 
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THE WEE WISDOM CLUB |\¥ 


BESSIE EVANS PETTINGER 


**WHAT YE SEEK FOR YE SHALL FIND”’ 


Y Friday everything was in as smooth running 
order as if it were the last week of school in- 
stead of the first; all the pupils were settled 
in their right classes, the rules and regulations 

were understood by them, and every one seemed ready 

to quiet down for a good long winter’s work. 

Miss Harshman had called a meeting in the assem- 
bly hall that Friday afternoon, at which time she gave 
her girls a little wholesome advice about many things, 
principally on the subject of remembering to be kind, 
one to the other. “It isn’t so much a matter of wanting 
to be kind, as remembering to be kind,” she had said. 
“School girls are apt to establish little groups or cliques 
among themselves, selfishly shutting themselves off from 
the rest of the school. Remember, we are just one big 
family, each one dependent on the other for our enjoy- 
ment. If we hold ourselves aloof and prefer our own 
society, or if we surround ourselves with only a few 
chosen friends, we not only deprive others of the benefit 
we might be to them, but we rob ourselves of many ad- 
vantages that might be ours. Nothing will make you 
broader of mind and heart than to meet and mingle with 
many people, for “The proper study of mankind is man.’ 
And remember, that to be exclusive is to be selfish.” 

In spite of Miss Harshman’s words there was a 
good bit of selfishness shown in the way the pupils got 
together in groups of three, or six, or eight, and strolled 
off, leaving some strange, new girl to find her way about 
the grounds as best she could. Between four and six 
o'clock were recreation hours, and as the weather was 
pleasant the pupils were obliged to spend as much time 
as possible out of doors, roving about the beautiful park 
surrounding the school buildings. 

The first day Sallie and Margaret, Lois and Jane 
went on a tramp through the woods in search of a spring 
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they were told came right out from beneath a big fern- 
covered rock. On their way back Sallie lingered to pick 
a few frost-painted leaves, and the others ran on ahead, 
leaving her to come slowly by herself. After gathering 
her leaves she stood a moment in rapt contemplation of 
the beauties around her—great evergreen trees, scarlet 
and gold vine-maple and ferns and vines, left just as 
Nature had planted them. The shadows were beginning 
to gather beneath the larger trees, and Sallie felt just in 
the mood for such a time and such a place. Then from 
around a clump of sword-fern she caught a glimpse of a 
pink waist; a moment later she recognized Minnie Dag- 
gart, a most unattractive, gloomy, and peculiar girl, 
whom the other girls seemed to avoid, for no particular 
reason. 

Sallie wanted to be alone; she wanted to enjoy the 
silence of the great woods, where she could listen to the 
Voice within her; where she could feel the wonders about 
her. She was neither sad nor lonely—only happy and 
peaceful. Such moments come to all of us who think 
deeply; and in the Silence, such as this, the Voice of 
God is very tender. The sight of that pink waist was 
a discordant note in Sallie’s hymn of praise. It is so 
much easier to think good than to be good, and the lit- 
tle girl was provoked at Minnie for interfering with her 
devotions; but remembering Miss Harshman’s words, 
Sallie went forward, toward the pink waist. “Isn’t this 
the loveliest spot!” she exclaimed, as a sort of introduc- 
tion, trying hard not to notice the glum expression on 
Minnie’s face. 

“It’s lovely for those that think so,” answered the 
girl in a non-committal manner, turning her head away 
from Sallie, who stood, undecided whether to go and en- 
joy her interrupted stroll, or to stay and force the girl 
to sociability. 

“Were you studying?” asked Sallie after a moment 
of embarrassment, during which she had caught sight 
of a book and papers on the ground. “If you were I'll 
go away and not bother you; but if you aren't busy, may 
I sit down on your log and rest? Please tell me if you 
are at your lessons.” 

This time the girl turned her head and looked at 
Sallie for just an instant. “I’m only writing in my 
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diary, and it can wait; and you've just as much right to 
sit on this log as I have—it don’t belong to me;’” at 
which she moved over to make room, but turned her back 
full upon the surprised girl standing by her side. Had 
it been Margaret or Lois trying to make friends with 
this ill-natured girl she would have said something sharp 
and decidedly personal, and then gone on her way re- 
joicing, in “righteous indignation”; but with Sallie it 
was different—she never allowed anything to conquer 
her—not even a disagreeable girl. She even felt a quiet 
humor stealing over her at the reception tendered her, 
and she smiled to herself before remarking, “Oh, do you 
keep a diary? So do I; but I thought it was too old- 
fashioned a habit for any of the girls at Douglas Hall. 
How long have you kept it up?” 

The girl turned half around and laid a loving hand 
upon the book in her lap. “I’ve written in it every day 
for six years,” she answered. 

“Six years!” exclaimed Sallie, truly surprised; “I’ve 
only had mine two years, and sometimes I forget it for 
weeks at a time. Tell me how you ever remember to 
write in it every day; it is wonderful, and I don’t see 
how you did it. You must have started it when you 
were a little thing.” 

“Seven,” answered Minnie, facing about, but re- 
fusing to carry on the conversation with any further 
details. 

“But don’t you find it hard to always find time to 
. write every day? And don’t you sometimes forget it 
till after you are in bed, and don’t want to get up?” 

“I never forget it,’ answered Minnie slowly, as if 
she dreaded to make a confession, “because you see, it 
is about the only friend I have, except Dick—he’s my 
bird at home; and I always have time because I—well, 
because I never go into the other girls’ rooms between 
periods, and they never come in to see me, and it—well, 
you see it doesn’t take up my time as it does yours. I 
don’t make friends with anybody.” 

“Why don’t you make friends?’ asked Sallie. 
“Don’t you want them?” This was a new turn to the 
conversation, and Minnie hesitated a moment before an- 
swering, then dodged the question by asking: 
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“Don’t everybody want friends if they can have 
them?” 

“We have a little club at home called the ‘Wee Wis- 
dom Club,’ and we believe that ‘What ye seek for ye shall 
find’; but you’ve got-to keep. your eyes. wide open and 
hunt good and hard, and do your part, and then you will 
get whatever you have been searching for. If you want 
friends you will have to be on the lookout for them.” 

Minnie dug little holes in the soft earth with the 
toe of her shoe. “But I don’t know where to look,” she 
faltered. 

“You weren't looking for a friend a few moments 
ago, when you turned your back on me,” laughed Sallie, 
not unkindly. “If you had been, you might have dis- 
covered one in me. You see, I might be a friend just 
waiting to be found.” 

“Do you really mean that you would be my friend?” 
asked Minnie in surprise, quite forgetting to look glum— 
but only for an instant; then her face clouded over. “But 
of course you don’t mean it, for you have so many other 
girls you care about—your sister and that other River- 
town girl, and Jane Kingsley, and lots of others—so of 
course you wouldn’t want me for a friend.” 

“Because I have friends is no reason why I wouldn’t 
like to have another, is it? Come, Minnie, you think you 
want things, but you are not taking the trouble to look 
for them; you don’t even take them when you find them 
right under your very nose. If you want a thing you 
have got to do your part and go at least half way. Here © 
I am, and I want to be your friend and I want to have 
you for my friend; but there you sit, scowling at that 
lovely fern, while you make me feel as if I were in your 
way.” 
“You are awfully good to me, and I wish you would 
keep right on scolding me. Do you know, as you were 
talking it was just as if I caught a glimpse of things I 
never understood before. I think I am proud, or stub- 
born, or something. I never thought about my part be- 
fore; I just felt mean and hateful to all the other girls 
because they leave me alone. Maybe it has been my 
fault. Do you believe it is too late to try now? You 
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see, this is my second year here, and everybody dislikes 
me.” 

“They only dislike you when you are on the look- 
out for it,” answered Sallie, strangely moved by the girl 
beside her. “Your first lesson, Minnie, is to learn to 
seek only the pleasant things.” She unpinned from her 
coat a little round pin, from which outstretched wings of 
white supported a miniature world. “That is the ‘Unity’ 
pin, Minnie, and I am going to give it to you because I 
prize it above nearly anything I have; and it’s going to 
be the badge of our friendship; it’s going to be our secret 
promise to each other. Unity means united, and that 
is what friendship means too.” Sallie was very solemn 
as she fastened the little emblem in her companion’s 
coat, and a lump rose in Minnie’s throat as she tried 
to express her feelings. 

The girls talked long and earnestly, and Sallie 
learned from Minnie’s story of her home life why the 
girl had grown to be so gloomy and out of harmony with 
her surroundings. 

As they parted at the door Sallie said: “Some time, 
Minnie, I'll tell you the story of our little badge; it 
has a very sweet story connected with the person who 
gave it to me, and I'll tell it to you some time.” 

That night after dinner Sallie said to her three 
room-mates: “It’s half an hour till study time; come up 
to our room. I have a plan to talk over.” 


LOVE 
What is the power of the crooning wind; 
What is the power of the sea; 
What is the power of the crystal cell; 
What is the power in me? 


What is the life of the winging bird; 
What is the life of the tree; 
What is the life of the earth and rock; 
What is the life in me? 
Life and power and love are one. 
Love is the power of the sea; 
Love is the life of the tree and rock; 
Love is the All in me. —W. H. Mathews. 
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Darling little Betty, 
Standing in a chair, 
Waiting for the picture-man 
To catch her while she’s there. 
Happy little Betty 
Wants us all to know 
’Tis the Love within her, 
Smiling at us so. 
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Two little boys were hard at play 
With Christmas toys one Christmas day, 
When suddenly there came a pause, 
And Charlie said, ““Who’s Santa Claus?” 
“Why,” answered Georgie, “don’t you know? 
He brought us Christmas long ago.” 
Then Dolly, from her corner, quick 
Exclaimed, “Oh, no! it was St. Nick.” 
And Ernest cried, “Oh, Doll, for shame! 
Kris Kringle was the man’s right name.” 
ze “Why, children dear’—and Hannah’s eyes 
Were filled with wonder and surprise— 
“Who gave us Christmas? is it true 
That no one ever told to you? 
Long years ago, my dears, one morn 
— A babe was in a manger born, 
And shepherds, watching through the night, 
Saw all the heavens filled with light; 
Heard angels sing in shining throng, 
‘Peace and good will’—their happy song— 
‘For unto us a Christ is born!’ 
ze And that was our first Christmas morn. 
Now Jesus was the infant’s name. 
ze Led by a star, three wise men came, 
And journeyed to this distant place 
«To look upon the infant’s face; 
Sa Brought gifts of gold and perfume sweet 
Ex To shower at the Christ-child’s feet. 
= And so, my dears, for his dear sake 
x At Christmas time we give and take. 
oT And with our gifts we seek to bless 
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YE EDITOR EXPLAINS 


A merry Christmas to you, my Wisdoms! Some of you 
are keeping Christmas with us for the very first time, and so 
will learn some new things about Christmas. We trust you 
will all learn to sing the little song on the back cover of WEE 
Wispom, for it will guide you, even as the Star did the Wise 
Men, to the place where the real Christ-child is born. Won’t 
you be glad, when you find that snuggled in the manger of 
your own little heart is the dear Christ-babe—thought—which, 
when you discover and welcome, will grow into strength and 
beauty as it did in Jesus? Be glad then, Wisdoms, and re- 
joice that the story of the first Christmas repeats itself for 
you and me. 

It can’t be helped that so many of the good things that 
have come for Wee Wisvom this month must be left over for 
the new year. We have added four extra page-rooms, hoping 
to accommodate all, but there’s been such an inrush of Christ- 
mas guests that there isn’t even standing room left. So dear 
little “Buzzy” isn’t left a chance to stick in her cunning lit- 
tle nose this time, and the “Treasure-Box” is left waiting too, 
with lots and lots of other good things that you’ll appreciate 
when you have the chance. It shows that Wer Wisvom is to 
be abundantly supplied, to have all these good things on hand 
to begin the new year with. By the way, who of you are com- 
ing to make her a New Year’s call? 

Our little artists will please bear in mind that only those 
efforts done in India ink can be reproduced. Our little cor- 
respondents will please remember to make their letters as in- 
teresting and original as possible. It doesn’t especially 
interest others to know the names of your teachers, nor the 
age of your brothers and sisters, but everybody is glad to hear 
about how you manage to keep happy and well and how you 
get along with your little thought-gardens, to keep them weeded 
out and blossoming. Oh, there’s a lot of things going on in 
your own living selves that are always interesting to hear 
about. Write us right out of your own hearts and your let- 
ters will never be common or stale. Tell us of the fresh, beau- 
tiful thoughts and fancies that come thronging your sweet 
young souls. When you begin to give them out thy will grow 
upon you, and like the little plants you give such loving care, 
they will fill your life full of blossoms. 

The extra copy of Wee Wispom we have sent to our little 
writers who have thought to furnish us with their full address, 
has been to enable them to pass the little magazine on to others, 
and so find new friends for Wee Wispom. We hear splendid 
reports from some of these. Some Wisdoms have introduced 
our little paper into their schools and it has found favor with 
their teachers, and its good cheer and wholesome reading have 
scattered joy in the hearts of all the pupils. So, dearies, re- 
member to do your best, and God will take care of the increase. 
May the Christ-Spirit be poured out upon you all, and the 
Christmas joy be yours throughout the year! 


Christmas Tide 


Mary Brewerton DEWITT 


The Christmas tree has come again. 
Last year ‘twas lit with candles ten; 
This year ’tis larger than before, 
And holds so many candles more! 


The children cluster all about, 

Their voices raised in laugh or shout; 
The grown-ups smile-and join the game; 
They too are children—that is plain! 


Each one must be a child tonight, 
And fill his heart with pure, white light; 
And shine, as does the Christmas tree, 
With gladsome joy that all may see! 


If all our nights were Christmas eves, 
And all our days held golden sheaves, 
Then all mankind the Christ would xnow, 
And every life would feel Love’s glow! 


The Christ doth dwell in every heart, 
Who feels that he with God takes part; 
And Christmas is a gift to all— 

The aged, the wise, the young, the small! 


SK 
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CHILD-GARDENING 


Conducted by LIDA H. HARDY 7) 


GOSPEL OF NATURE STUDY 


THE LAW OF EXPRESSION 
Series XXX 


GOD’S GIFT OF MAN 


“God created man in his own image, in the image 
of God created he him; male and female created he 
them. 

“And God blessed them, and God said unto them, 

have dominion over the fish of the sea, and over 


— 
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the fowl of the air, and over every living thing that 
moveth upon the earth. 

“And God said, Behold, I have given you every herb 
bearing seed, which is upon the face of all the earth, 
and every tree; . .~.° to you it shall be for meat.” 

“And the Lord God took the man, and put him into 
the garden of Eden to dress it and to keep it.” —Genesis. 


ZTE read this from God’s beautiful story book, the 
“9, Bible, which is one of the greatest things in 
the world that we have to be thankful for. It 
is one of our greatest blessings, because it tells 
us what we are—that we are made in God’s own image 
and likeness. Since we are made like him, we are as he 
is—Life, Love, Intelligence, Wisdom, Joy, Strength, 
Health, and All Good. 

In several places the Bible speaks of man as a tem- 
ple—a house. In one place it says: “Know ye not that 
ye are the temple of God, and that the Spirit of God 
dwelleth in you?” Again it says, “The temple of God 
is holy, which temple ye are.” This really means that 
you are a house in which lives God the All Good, every 
moment. Just as soon as we know this, we wake right 
up into a beautiful light, and tell ourselves—‘“Why, I 
am not a ‘worm of the dust’ at all. I am really worth 
something, because I am a temple of the living God, and 
I am made in his likeness.” 

Have you ever thought how much like a house the 
body really is? Let us think about this. The skeleton 
is the framework. The muscles are the walls. The 
blood-vessels and sweat glands are the water and drain- 
age pipes. The head is the upper story. The eyes are 
the windows, furnished with fringed curtains. The nose 
is a little porch with rounding doorways. The ears are 
also doorways, and the lips are front double doors. 

Dr. Mary Wood-Allen has written a wonderful book 
called “Marvels of Our Bodily Dwelling.” In this book 
she speaks of the mouth as the reception room, where 
little servants dressed in white get the food ready to be 
sent to the kitchen (the stomach). The throat she 
speaks of as the hallway, the heart as the force pump; 
sight, hearing, smell, taste, and touch, as “five good 
watchmen.” The eye she calls the “photographic cam- 
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era,” the feet and hands “willing servants,” the ears 
“wonderful music rooms where music is heard, but never 
made.” Memory is the picture gallery and also the li- 
brary. 

The prettiest part of her story is about the upper 
story of the body-house, which is divided into different 
rooms—one “the chamber of peace,” where we all love 
to go to rest; another “the chamber of love,” on whose 
walls are beautiful mottoes—“God Is Love,” “Love One 
Another,’ “Love Is the Fulfilling of the Law,” and 
“Love Never Faileth.” Surely this is the place that 
Jesus pointed out when he said, “Enter into thy closet, 
and when thou hast shut the door, pray to thy Father.” 

Our Gospel of Nature Study commenced with the 
simplest of God’s gifts. Through these, step by step, 
we have been led upward to the highest and most won- 
derful of all gifts—man, for whom all the others were 
made. We find that in some ways man is much the same 
as other animals. He breathes, eats, sleeps, and walks. 
He is a vertebrate, a mammal; but because he is so un- 
like other animals in many ways, he is placed in an order 
all by himself, called Bimana, which means two-handed. 

One of the first truths that we learned when first 
taking up this study was that the rocks, the plants, the 
insects, and all life make up the one great whole, and 
that these gifts are only expressions of that one great 
life, of which man is another expression. 

The reason that man is higher and has greater 
powers than the other gifts of God, is that God expresses 
(presses out) more of himself through man than the 
others. 

Let us think of some of the ways in which man is 
higher than and different from all the other animals that 
ever lived in the world: First, man is the only animal 
that stands up straight, naturally. Second, he is the 
only animal that has arms and hands—that is, a pair 
of limbs made for a higher purpose than to move about 
on. Third, man has a larger brain than any other ani- 
mal except the elephant and whale. Fourth, man has 
greater expression of the face than any other animal, 
and has a more beautiful face than any. Fifth, he is the 
only animal that has created within him the power of 
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speech. Not only because of all these, but on account 
of his wonderful power to think, is man the highest and 
most perfect of all the creations of God. 

Jesus taught long ago about this power. And many 
men like Froebel, since, have found it, and have used it 
in bringing into the world great truths which have 
helped people to an understanding of nature, man, and 
God. 


It was Froebel who said that every baby comes 
into the world related to nature, to people, and to God, 
and that every little child is made up of body, intellect, 
and spirit. 

The body is the house of flesh. 

The intellect is that part of us that wants to know 
about things. With what we hear people say, and with 
what we find in books, we lead out from intellect the 
knowledge which God already put there. 

Spirit is general manager of all, and is the real self 
of us. 

For the nourishment of the body, the dear, kind 
God has caused to grow upon the earth fruits, grains, 
vegetables, and nuts. He has also made the good old 
Bossy to give us milk, and the helpful Biddy to furnish 
us with nice fresh eggs. 

And that his children might be comfortably clothed, 
God made soft wool to grow on the back of the sheep, 
and the cotton and flax plants to flourish in the fields. 

Even the silver spoon, fork, and knife, and the 
pretty dishes were safely hidden by God himself deep 
down in the earth, to be brought forth for our use just 
at the time we should need them. After God had made 
all these things, he put man “into the garden of Eden to 
dress it and to keep it.” 

Each child of God has something to do, in this beau- 
tiful earth home. Each has a garden to dress and keep. 

You may have a real little garden, where you hoe 
and rake and plant seeds. The good farmers have such 
gardens. Froebel’s teachers have gardens of children. 
All mothers have home gardens. The minister has a 
garden of people. One little girl says her papa’s garden 
is his office. So no matter what kind of a garden we 
have, we are to dress and keep it, in the very best way 
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we can, knowing all the time that we are about our Fa- 
ther’s business, and that he is pointing every step of the 
way. If we did not know this, the way might seem hard. 
It did seem hard to the children of Israel, because they 
forgot that the loving Father was guiding them; and 
because they forgot, they scolded and murmured. When 
God saw how hard men were making the way for them- 
selves, he sent them a perfect pattern to go by, so that 
they would see and know just how to help and how to 
love. This perfect pattern was and is now Jesus the 
Christ, who taught about gardens that we do not sec 
with eyes of flesh. 
“Kind hearts are the gardens, 
Kind thoughts are the roots; 
Kind words are the flowers; 
Kind deeds are the fruits.” 

He said, “I came that ye might have life,” “I came 
that your joy might be full,” “The works that I do ye 
shall do.” 

God's life is our life; God’s joy is our joy; and we 
can do all things through the Christ within us. 

JUST A LITTLE BALL OF FLUFF 


Maser P. Dana (twelve years). 
( Original.) 
Just a little mewing kitten 
Down behind my rocking chair, 
Staring out across the floor 
Which looked to him quite bare. 
Just a little ball of fluff, 
Curled beside the door, 
Then up he was to get some milk, 
As hungry as before. 
Just a little sleepy kitten, 
Curled up on the rug; - 
Just a pair of watchful eyes 
Staring at a bug. 
Just a great big Tommy cat, 
Lonesome now no more. 
Often has he caught a rat, 
Curled up by the door. 


| | 
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EPISTLES 


Box 24, Transvaar, S. Arrica. 
My Dear Wees—Isn’t this a nice picture I am sending 


My Load re heavy I've FRoM 20.FAR 


you? My big sister drew it for me to send to you. Mr. Hare 
is carrying a bag full of love which I send to all of you. 
Nem CampBett (aged seven years). 


CaMPTONVILLE, Cat. 
My Dear Wee Wispom—This month is very nice. I am 
going to school now. How are all the Wees? I haven’t writ- 
ten for a long time. I am eight years old, and I am in the 
fourth grade at school. Good-by. From your loving little 
Wee, Outve Catvin. 


Decatur, Ga. 

Dear Wee Wispom—My subscription ran out with the 
last number, and of course I want you, so I am sending your 
traveling expenses for another year. I have taken Were W1s- 
pom for three years, and I have saved all the copies. I am 
sending you two pieces of poetry which I found in my scrap- 
book. I send two, so that you may select the best one. I will 
tell you about my visit to Tallulah Falls, Ga. The Tallulah 
river runs between high walls of solid rock for about a mile. 
First come the Indian Arrow Rapids, then come the falls— 
Le Dor Falls, meaning “golden water”; Tempesta, Oceana, 
Hurricane, and Bridal Veil. There is a rock called Weeping 
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Nell, one called Witch’s Head, and a cave called the Devil’s 
Fireplace. There is also a rock called the Devil’s Pulpit. I 
only stayed one day at Tallulah. I will close now, with lots 
of love to all the Wees. Mamie Powers. 


[Wee Wispom takes pleasure in continuing her visits to 
Mamie’s home and thanks her for her interesting letter and 
excellent selections.—Ep.]} 


Curston, Iowa. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am 
sending a picture of myself 
and kitty, taken this spring. 

I am your loving Wee, 

V. ALLEN. 
[We are glad to have 
this Christmas visit from Lu- 
cile and Madam Kitty. Wee 
Wispom is much pleased that 
Lucile has inclosed in her let- 
ter, invitation and traveling 
expenses for Were Wispom’s 
continued visits to her home. 

—Eb.] 


Newserc, 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI 
like to read your letters, so 
I thought I would write you 
a letter. I am thirteen years 
old and in the seventh grade. 
We have our room in the 
basement, because the school is so crowded and the new one is 
not finished. It was so dark in our room we could not study, so 
we came home. They think the new school will be done for us a 
week from Monday. From your friend, Nora Anprews. 
P. S. I like Wee Wispom so well that I am renewing my 
subscription. 


[Wee Wispom is glad to continue her acquaintance with 
Nola.—Eb.] 


Dear Wee Wisbom—When the September number of your 
magazine came out I thought perhaps you were going to 
change its cover. But I was glad to see the old cover back 
in October. I don’t think you could improve on the cover. 
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The cover alone is worth the price of the magazine, Yours 
for Truth and Love, Mary Lane. 


Spokane, WasH. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I have known you only one year, but 
I am sending your traveling expenses to come West and visit 
me again. I am an only child, and ten years of age. The 
Woman’s Suffrage has won in Washington, and my mama 
says the saloons will have to close. Kiss Miss Blanche for me, 
and God bless all the little Wees! JOsEPHINE HvuBBELL. 


[Right is might, and must prevail. Truth is marching 
on, and limitations are bound to make way for it. Were Wis- 
pom is glad to continue her visits to your progressive state, 
Josephine.—Eb. } 


CLARA BEHLE’S CLASS, ST. LOUIS SUNDAY SCHOOL OF PRACTICAL 
CHRISTIANITY 
We've come again to wish you all 
A merry Christmas, great and small. 
The dear Lord Christ again is born 
Into our hearts this Christmas morn. 
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Here are some Oakland (Cal.) Christmas visitors, and we 
give them glad welcome. 


Dear Wee Wispom—lI like your little stories very much. 
Our Sunday school is very nice. We learn to mind, and not 
to injure our body, and not be afraid to go into dark rooms 
or afraid of dogs. We get little cards every Sunday with small 
verses on. We say the verses the next Sunday. When we get 
six little cards we get a large one. Then we string them to- 
gether and hang them on the wall beside our bed. 

AMANDA Bertram. 

Dear Wee Wispom—lI like our Sunday school very much. 
I like you too. The Sunday-school teacher taught us to train 
our minds and bodies to get up in the morning when called 
the first time. She teaches us to love our work, in school and 
out of school. It helps us to always love our work, and makes 
it easy. She teaches us, when we have candy or cookies, not 


to be greedy. She teaches us to always think loving thoughts. 


Crarsa Bertram. 


Dear Wee Wispom—lI have only read you once, but I have 
already learned to love you. We have another copy I expect to 
read right away. I am ten years of age. My Sunday-school 
teacher’s name is Miss Eliott, and we love her dearly. Your 
Wee, EvizaBetH Garretson. 


Dear Wee Wispom—I like your books very much and hope 
you will continue coming to our Sunday school. Our Sunday 
school is lovely. Miss Eliott teaches us to be kind and to 
think loving thoughts; to be willing to get up in the morning 
when called once; to love every study in school, so we will be 
able to get every lesson. The songs we sing are very beauti- 
ful, and teach us loving thoughts. We get little cards with 
little verses on them; we recite them every Sunday. 

Ruta Berrram. 

Dear Wee Wispom—lI think your books are very nice. 
We have a nice Sunday school. We are saving all the books 
you send us. The Sunday-school teacher teaches us not to 
think ugly thoughts, but loving ones, and to help one another. 
I have read every one of the stories you have brought us. 

Lituian Bertram. 


Encar, Nese. 
Dear Wee Wispom—You will please find inclosed travel- 
ing expenses for 1911. We live on a farm five miles from town. 


—— 
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We don’t go to school, but get our lessons at home every day; 
it is one mile and a quarter to school. I helped papa plow 
this fall, and harrowed some. Papa is husking corn; I can 
only help a little with this work. My brother Wesley took 
Wee Wispom a year and I have taken it a year, and now we 
will have it together this year. I am just starting in the third 
reader. We both try to be good, useful boys. We shall go 
to school next year. Wesley likes “Wee Wisdom Club,” and 
I like the Club best. Your seven-year-old Wee, 
Vernon E. Jacoss. 


[We are glad to have Vernon and Wesley with us another 
year. It must be lots of fun to farm.—Eb.] 


Dear Wee Wispom—lI like you better every month. I 
go to school and am in the third grade, and my teacher is Mrs. 
Minear, and she is a good teacher. She has a nice little baby; 
its name is Isabella. Her sister keeps house for her and cares 
for the baby. We had a box supper, and it was October 21, 
and we had a cake walk and we got $7.90. I wonder if Mrs. 
Fillmore or Blanche ever walked in a cake walk. Yours truly, 
Marsorie CAUFFMAN. 


Sawn Francisco, Cat. 
To tHe Wee Wispom Sunpay Scuoot: Greetings from the 
Home of Truth Sunday school, San Francisco, Cal. 
I take pleasure in sending to the little Wees a prayer 
I presented to our Sunday school here. It was received with 
joy, and in the spirit of love I send the message to you all. 
In oneness, Mars. Cevia Leacu. 


A PRAYER 
Wrapped in my heart, sweet Love divine, 
Thy perfect light forever shines. 
And around me ever there doth twine 
Arms of love and peace sublime. 
For thou, O God, art always here. 
In paths of life there is no fear, 
When thou we know art ever near. 
So rest this night is sweetest bliss, 
And every breath God’s loving kiss. 
—Cevia Leacn. 
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This picture is little Harold Joshua Reeves, a real Truth 
baby and a real Wee Wisdom. 


Cuicaco, Int. 

Dear Wee Wispom—I hope you will be glad to get a let- 
ter from me. My name is Ethel Gustafson. I live at 6756 
Normal Ave., Chicago, Ill. My mama lives in Decatur, Ill. I 
am eleven years old. Mama gave me fifty cents for your little 
book. I like it very much. I want to read it. I like to read 
the letters in Wee Wispom. I go to the Chicago Oral Deaf 
School at Normal Park; I am deaf. My teacher’s name is 
Miss Johnson. She lets me read her Wee Wispom. She will 
send you my picture. Perhaps you can print it in your book. 
I am sending you one of my picture stories. I write a story 
every day. From Ernet Gustarson. 

THE EARLY MORNING 
(Ethel’s Picture Story.) 

It is four o’clock. The people are sleeping in the train. 
After a while they will wake up. Some people will go to New 
York and some will go to Washington. They like to ride on 
the train. The birds are flying ’way off. They can sing. 

Eruet Gustarson. 


[Ethel’s picture-story has on the back of it the train she 
describes, but as it is drawn with lead pencil we cannot re- 
produce it. Our little artists will please take notice and 
make their drawings of India ink. We give dear little Ethel 
a hearty welcome.—Eb. ] 


Sr. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wispom—This is my second letter to you. We 
have a new teacher. Her name is Marie E. Weber. She goes 
home every Friday evening. I am in the fourth grade at 
school, and my little brother has started this fall. We have 
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four cats. They are very tame. We have one white and 
black cat. He is a very good cat and is very busy all the time. 
The name of our school is “Creve Coeur School.” I was reading 
in the Wee Wispom before I wrote my letter. I think it’s 
very nice, and I am very happy. Good-by. Your loving Wee, 
Ciara Watz. 

P. S. Our address is Creve Coeur, Mo., R. 27, Box 68, 

St. Louis Co. 


Dear Wee Wisvom—lI think I shall write a letter to you. 
I like Wee Wispom more and more. I can hardly wait for her 
to come; I wish she would come every week. We have a little 
kitty now. I think she is the dearest little cat I ever saw. But 
sometimes it is very naughty too. Then I don’t like her one 
bit. I forgot to tell you her name. It is Tabby. I think 
it is a dear little name for a little cat, don’t you? We always 
call her kitty. Well, I will close now, for I must go to school. 
Good-by. With love to all the Wees, Your loving Wee, 

Minnie Van 


[As Minnie gave no address with her nice little letter, we 
are unable to send her the extra Wer Wisvom it is our cus- 
tom to provide our little correspondents with—Eb.] 


1357 Kennedy St., Fr. Wortu, Trx. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I got my “Wee Wisdom Library 
Book” number one, and I think the stories are just fine, es- 
pecially “White Cap” and “Phil.” I have learned all the poetry 
by heart. Inclosed is traveling expenses for my WEE Wispom 
magazine for another year. I think you were so kind to send 
it to me, and I am so glad that I got the money so soon. I 
wish some of the Wees would write to me. If you have room 
for this invitation in the Wees’ magazine maybe they will. 

With love to all, I am yours truly, C. D. Everirr, Jr. 


[We are glad to have all our good little friends continue 
with us.—Eb.] 


CaMPTONVILLE, CAL. 

Dear Wee Wispom—lI am ashamed of myself for not writ- 
ing to you for such a long time. This is the second letter I 
have written to you. I was reading your Wispom the other 
night. How are all the Wees? I was reading my little friend 
Donald Stranberg’s letter in the Wispom. I will write a long 
letter to you to make up for that long time. There are lots 
of apples up here now. A friend of mine and I went riding 
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the other night. We went down to the bed rock after the 
cows. We had a spelling down in school today. Well, I guess 
I will say Good-night to you. Your little Wee, 
Irene Carvin. 
That little Miss Betty will be an old maid 
Is evident, very, to me; 
For she takes her white kitten wherever she goes, 
And sips, every morning, her tea. 
TRENE. 
[Irene’s original illustration accompanying this little verse 
has been left out because it was not drawn in India ink. For 
the same reason Olive’s artistic efforts are missing from Weer 
Wispom’s picture gallery —Eb.] 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


- LESSON 10, DECEMBER 4 
PETER’S DENIAL.—Matt. 26:31-35, 69-75. 

Gotpen Text—Let him that thinketh he standeth take 
heed lest he fall—tI Cor. 10:12. 

What does Peter represent in us? I am sure you will 
all answer, Faith. You remember the story of Peter trying 
to walk on the water. He had faith enough to start, but sud- 
denly became afraid and began to sink. It. was a good thing 
to have faith enough to try, but it would have been better had 
his faith been stronger. 

Today we read of Peter again. When Jesus was cap- 
tured and taken to the court of Pilate Peter had followed 
afar off; but when he got among the enemies of Jesus he be- 
came frightened. To a maiden who asked him if he were not 
a follower of Jesus, he answered that he did not know the 
man. Peter was afraid to answer Yes, for fear they would 
kill him. Twice more was he asked the question, and twice 
answered that he knew nothing of Jesus. Just after he had 
denied Jesus the third time a cock began to crow; then Peter 
remembered that Jesus had said to him, “Before the cock crow 
thou shalt deny me thrice,” and he felt very sorrowful and 
wept bitterly. Later Peter’s faith grew stronger and upheld 
him. 

Our faith in the truth is tested many times, as Peter’s was. 
Do we stick to the truth, or become afraid, as Peter did? It 
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is a very good thing to go to Sunday school and learn about 
the truth and say we believe in it, but it is a better thing 
to prove that we believe in it by using it when we need it. 
If we say, “I believe that I am God’s perfect, healthy child,” 
and then when we don’t feel just exactly healthy, take a dose 
of something, that is denying the power of the Spirit within 
us. If we keep our faith in the power of the Christ within and 
trust it, the shadows that look like lack of health will disap- 
pear. If we say “There is nothing to fear, for God is here,” 
and then are afraid to go into a dark room, we are denying 
what we know is true. 

We must remember not to deny our truth, as Peter did 
Jesus, but to hold firmly to our faith and let it make the 
rough places smooth. 


LESSON 11, DECEMBER 11 
THE CRUCIFIXION.—Matt. 27: 15-50. 


Gorpen Text—He was wounded for our transgressions, 
he was bruised for our iniquities—lIsa. 53: 5. 


Today we have the story of the nailing of Jesus to the 
cross. I presume we have all read the story, how a crown of 
thorns was placed on his head and frightful cruelty was prac- 
ticed upon him; how the chief priests ues _— saying, 
“He saved others; himself he cannot save.” 

Have you wondered sometimes why it was that this great, 
powerful Jesus, who could heal the sick and raise the dead, 
allowed himself to be so cruelly treated? Does it not seem 
strange that one who had such power could not use it to pro- 
tect himself? Let us see if we can find some reason for this. 

In the first place, what was it that Jesus was trying all 
his life to teach? Wasn’t he trying to make people under- 
stand that there was a spirit within them which was greater 
than anything outside? that it was not to some far-off god 
they must pray, but to the Christ within themselves? that all 
happiness, wealth, contentment, peace, and even life, had its 
source within every one of them? that if they learned to use 
the Spirit, or be led by it, they could do anything, be any- 
thing, or get anything they wished? These people had been be- 
lieving in the power of outward things—the power of money, 
of high office, of hate and revenge; but Jesus taught them that 
there was a greater power before which these others became 
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mere shadows, and the name of this power was “Divine Love.” 
Jesus proved to the people that through this great Spirit within 
he could heal the sick, change water into wine, and still the 
waves—all things which no one else seemed able to do. Now 
he wanted them to know that the Christ within (which was the 
same Christ that was in them) could overcome death. People 
believed that death was man’s greatest enemy; that no one 
could overcome it. So Jesus allowed himself to be crucified, 
that he might prove how powerless a thing death really was. 

In next Sunday’s lesson we will read how he proved it. 

LESSON 12, DECEMBER 18 
THE RESURRECTION.—Matt. 28: 1-20. 

Gowven Text—Lo, I am with you alway, even unto the end 
of the world—Matt. 28: 20. 

After Jesus had been crucified and buried, his followers 
were mourning because they thought he had left them. Even 
after all his teaching his death appeared so real they believed 
he was gone. 

Three days after he had been buried Mary Magdalene and 
the other Mary went to the tomb where their Lord was laid; 
but a great earthquake came and an angel rolled away the 
stone that had been placed in front of the opening of the sep- 
ulcher. The men who were guarding the tomb were very 
much frightened, and the Bible says they became as dead 
men; but the angel spoke to the women and told them to fear 
not; that Jesus had risen and gone before them into Galilee. 
The women were hurrying joyfully toward Galilee to tell the 
disciples the great news, when Jesus met them, saying, “All 
hail!” and while they fell down and worshiped him he said, 
“Go tell my brethren that they go into Galilee, and there 
shall they see me.” 

Think how wonderful it must have seemed to those women 
to see the dear Jesus whom they had mourned as dead, stand- 
ing before them, speaking in the same gentle, well-known voice. 
It was in this way that Jesus proved his mastery over death. 
He kept his faith in life so strong that even after they had 
buried his body his spirit had the power to raise it and use 
it again. 

And the things Jesus did we can do, and cven greater, if 
we learn the law and use it. 
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LESSON 13, DECEMBER 25 
CHRISTMAS LESSON.—Luke 2: 6-20. 


GotpeN Text—For unto you is born this day in the city 
of David a Savior, which is Christ the Lord—Luke 2:11. 


The Christmas story! The most wonderful story in the 
whole Bible. I hope every boy or girl who reads WEE Wispom 
knows the Christmas story by heart. If you do not I would 
learn it right away, so you will always remember it. For no 
matter how much you read as you grow older, you will never 
read anything more tender and beautiful than the Christmas 
story. 

Think of that starry night when the shepherds were tend- 
ing their flocks up in the hill country above Bethlehem. The 
sheep were settled down for the night, and the shepherds were 
stretched comfortably before the tire, sleeping—all save one, 
who walked back and forth keeping guard lest some wolf steal 
among the sleeping sheep. Suddenly as he walked, the stars 
disappeared and a very bright light came in the sky. This 
frightened the watchman and he cried aloud, then all the oth- 
ers sprang to their feet to know what had caused the outcry; 
but when they saw the bright light streaming as from a win- 
dow in the sky, they were afraid, and fell to the earth upon 
their faces. Just as they were nearly dead with fright, a voice, 
soft and musical, said to them: “Fear not: for, behold I bring 
you good tidings of great joy, which shall be to all people. 
For unto you is born this day in the city of David a Savior, 
which is Christ the Lord. And this shall be a sign unto you; 
Ye shall find the babe wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in 
a manger.” 

When the voice was still, there came to the listening shep- 
herds the sound of a host singing, “Glory to God in the high- 
est, and on earth peace, good will toward men.” 

When the singing had grown fainter, and at last died 
away, the shepherds sat up and marveled at the wonderful 
message they had received. Then they said one to another, 
“Let us go down to Bethlehem and see.” 

So they found the tiny babe in the manger and knelt down 
and worshiped him, and his mother loved him and was proud 
of him, just as our mothers love us. 

Just think—it was this little baby, born in a manger, who 
came to tell us the wonderful truth that the kingdom of heaven 
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is within us; that the source of all life, love, and joy is in 
ourselves. 

Let us remember the story of the angel and the shepherds 
and the tiny babe; and above all, let us remember the lesson 
that babe came to teach, and use this wonderful truth to make 
our lives what they ought to be—happy, joyous, and free. 


LESSON 1, JANUARY 1, 1911 
THE KINGDOM.—I Kings 12: 1-24. 

Gowen Text—He that walketh with wise men shall be wise: 
but a companion of fools shall be destroyed.—Prov. 13: 20. 

The first lesson in the new year takes us back to the Old 
Testament. The things about which we will read happened 
many years before Jesus was born. 

We have all heard of King Solomon the Wise, haven’t we? 
After Solomon died, his son was to be made king over all Israel. 
Now there was a man named Jeroboam, who had fled into 
Egypt because King Solomon had been angry and wanted to 
kill him. When he heard of Solomon’s death he came back 
from Egypt, and at the head of the congregation of Israel went 
to the new king to ask him to be easier on the people than 
his father had been. The new king asked the wise men (who 
had advised his father) what he should do, and they told him 
it would be better if he made friends with the people and 
treated them kindly. Then the new king asked the young men, 
who thought they knew a good deal, what their advice was, 
and they said to tell them that he would be many times harder 
on them than his father had been. The king did as the young 
men said, and the tribes of Israel were angry. So they set 
up a new kingdom and made Jeroboam king. Most of the 
people of Israel followed him. Only one tribe—the tribe of 
Judah—clung to the son of Solomon. So you see there were 
now two kings in Israel, and all their lives there was warfare 
and bloodshed between them. 

How much better it would have been had the son of Sol- 
omon listened to the wise men and treated his people with lov- 
ing-kindness. Then they would have loved him, and he would 
have been king over all Israel and much more powerful than 
he was. 


We will all listen to the voice of Wisdom, as the son of 
Solomon should have done, and remember that love is the 
most powerful thing in the world. 
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“Let the merry bells ring out, 

Let the children laugh and shout, 

For the happy Christmas time 

Again is here; 

Let us spread the joy around 

Till the notes of praise resound, 

And the world awakes to tidings 

Of good cheer.” 

ke We've all got the Christmas 

= feeling by this time. It’s a queer 
thing, that Christmas feeling. It 
comes to us all, every year, and 
makes our eyes bright and our 
cheeks rosy. It sends a warm 
' glow all over us, and no matter 
how cold it is outside, we always 
| feel “comfy” and cozy on Christ- 
mas. We smile at everybody and 
call out “Merry Christmas!” and 
the very red paper bells seem to 
ring out, “Joy! joy! joy!” over 
and over. 

I wonder what the feeling is that covers the whole 
world and makes it bright and warm, at Christmas? 
What is it that makes us want to give some joy to every 
one we know on Christmas? Could it be love? I think 
that is just it. For love, you know, makes people feel 
nice and warm and happy. It makes our eyes sparkle and 
makes us wish we could put our arms around the whole 
world and give it all the joy it could hold. That’s the 
way we always feel at Christmas, so it must be love. 
Wouldn’t it be fine if we could keep that feeling all the 
year? 

How did we get it in the first place? Don’t you 
think it was by giving? I do. We began to plan about 
what we would give to mother and father, and all the 
brothers and sisters, cousins, uncles and aunts, until, be- 
fore we knew it, our hearts were almost bursting with 
joy and love. It is really true that giving brings more 
happiness than receiving. The giving fills our hearts 


with love, and our presents bring us ten times more 
pleasure than if we had neglected to give. 

So if giving is the secret of this Christmas feeling, 
let us give all the year round. I do not mean presents 
such as we give at Christmas; but there are more val- 
uable things, which we can all give every day and still 
have plenty left. We can give a smile and a pleasant 
word. We can give strong, true thoughts, and we can 
give to others our knowledge of the truth, and help them 
to be well and happy. Isn’t that a lot to give? If we 
do that, the sparkle will stay in our eyes and the joy 
in our hearts, all the time. 

We have a good start now, because our hearts are 
so full of love. Let us keep it with us always. 


THE DISOBEDIENT CHICKY 
Jutiet V. Futon 


A dear little chicky was tempted one day 

To slip from the nest and run far away. 

Dear old Mama Hen, she clucked and she clacked, 
But this little chicky, she wouldn’t come back. 


The fields looked so tempting, the sunshine so bright, 
Soon all of the chickies were quite out of sight. 

She needed no mama her dinner to dig, 

So she picked and she scratched and she felt very big. 


Far she had wandered, and now was quite lame, 
And tired and thirsty! now dark it became. 

Her mama she called then, till her throat was so sore! 
Could she only be back, she’d run off no more. 


When a joyful “Cluck! cluck!” for good Mama Hen 
Had spied her poor, tired chicky, and then— 

Such a glad little chicky! and such a “Peep, peep!” 
Now under those feathers she’d soon be asleep. 


How happy that chicky, and never again 

Would she wander away from dear Mama Hen. 
But this little chicky stays home and obeys; 
Keeps with the rest, and nevermore strays. 
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DECEMBER, 1910 


Every bell’s a-jingle, 

All the world’s a-tingle, 

And there’s not a single 
Boy or girl that’s sad. 

Carols now are ringing, 

Everybody’s singing, 

For this month is bringing 


Christmas, and we’re glad! 


89” IF THERE IS A BLUE MARK atthe end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE Wispom to continue her visits to you. 
You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many new treats 
for her readers, great and small. 


* * * * 
I, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance 
and I will fill their treasuries.” 


Fe 


is this not a wondrous thing, a lit - tle Christ Child dear, 


we meet in hap-py band, we feel so glad to 


To dwell in each and evy’r-y heart and drive a-way the fear? 


Sweet hymns of praise in cheerful lays doth sweetest mu - sic bring. 


3. To every one within our reach 
We quick obedience show, 
And thus in reaching out in love, 
Love unto us doth flow. 


4. Come one and all and join us tien, 
For every one we need, 
’Tis not enough that we should reap,— 


We al! must sow some seed. 
Emilie. 
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